THE   DANGEROUS   ARCHIPELAGO

HP HE "GREAT WESTERN" ducked in the heavy
I swell, shipping her regular deck-load of salt
water every six minutes. Now the " Great Western "
was nothing more nor less than a seventeen-ton
schooner, two hours out from Tahiti. She was built
like an old shoe, and shovelled in a head-sea as
though it was her business.
It was something like sea life, wading along her
submerged deck from morning till night, with a
piece of raw junk in one hand and a briny biscuit in
the other; we never could keep a fire in that galley;
and as for hard tack, the sooner it got soaked through
the sooner it was off our minds, for we knew to this
complexion it must shortly come.
Two hours out from Tahiti we settled our course,
wafting a theatrical kiss or twb toward the glori-
ously green pyramid we were turning our backs on,
as it slowly vanished in the blue desert of the sea.
A thousand palm-crowned and foam-girdled reefs
spangle the ocean to the north and east of Tahiti-
This train of lovely satellites is known as the Danger-
ous Archipelago, or, more commonly in that lati-
tude, the Pomotou Islands. It's the very hotbed of
cocoa-nut oil, pearls, half-famished Kanakas, shells,
and shipwrecks. The currents are rapid and vari-
able; the winds short, sharp, and equally unreliable,
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